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Summary: "Who thought it was a good idea to start a riot in the dead of winter?" Trapped in an insane asylum after a whistleblower attempt goes awry, Waylon Park must outlast the cold and escape in one piece. Upon stumbling into The Groom's territory, Waylon feels warmth inside of him and escaping isn't a big concern. At least, not until he meets Miles Upshur.





	Outlast: Frostbite

Waylon blew on his hands for the umpteenth time in an attempt to warm them up. Who in their right mind thought it was a good idea to start a riot in the dead of winter? Oh, who was he kidding, no one in this godforsaken place was in their right mind, it was an insane asylum for crying out loud. If he had to be painfully honest, neither was he, because it was his stupid ass that decided to take the job at Mount Massive in the first place. Sure, it had great pay, gave him room and board, and covered all of his other necessities, but it had an eerie, foreboding presence and gave you jitters just by looking at it.

Nothing could have prepared him for the hell on earth that lied behind those doors, and it broke loose once the riot began. Waylon wasn't sure if it was a security breach or a slip up, but whatever it was, it cost everyone their lives.

Well, almost everyone.

He still remembered the cringe-inducing sound of his laptop screen shattering when Jeremy dropped it. That bastard. He was trying to cover up the atrocities that went on at Mount Massive for profit purposes. Typical. But who knew, maybe a Variant had killed Jeremy. Hopefully.

He had tried to expose the truth, but apparently Jeremy didn't appreciate that and Waylon was enrolled in the Morphogenic Engine program. The riot had saved him from the horrific aftereffects, as most of the machinery was being shut down or destroyed, but he still wasn't happy about it. Not one bit.

And now there he was, huddled in the corner of an empty bedroom, camcorder at his side and a blanket around his chilled body. Adrenaline alone wasn't enough to keep him from freezing to death.

He knew he couldn't stay there, as much as he would've liked to; there was an exit somewhere, and he had to find it. But it was nerve-wracking to think of the many possible ways he could die while looking.

Bludgeoned or stabbed to death by a Variant, he could slip on a puddle of blood while running and bust his head open, The Walrider might catch him, he could contract frostbite, or worse: hypothermia. Finding a nice vent to freeze inside of sounded like the optimum option, but becoming a human popsicle was the last thing on his agenda. He wasn't sure it was bravery, spine, or stupidity, but he tended to lean towards the third one.

Quiet as a mouse, he steadily rose from his spot and padded towards the doorway to peek outside. Silence was a good sign, but it never hurt to check. The coast was clear, so Waylon began his trek.

The hallway was dark, and it was only by the light of his camcorder that he was able to see. Sometimes he swore he could see flashes of his deteriorating sanity, but then again that was probably just the flashing of the battery icon on the screen, alerting him that he needed a new battery. Sometimes he got lonely, sometimes he sat and wept, sometimes he wanted to give up. The vent idea sounded more and more appealing with every corpse passed up, every pile of fly-infested entrails, every documentation of just how fucked up this place truly was. Of course he wanted to get out, of course he wanted to see his family again, but how? How could he outlast this cold?

The sound of slow footsteps behind him snapped him from his stupor. He picked up his pace, the small blanket flowing like a cape.

He'd just have to find a way.


End file.
